TheTragcdie 

lie win our auncient right in France againe. 

Or dye a (ouldier as I liu’d « king. 

Glo. Short Tom mers lightly haue a forward fpring„ 
Enter yang Torkf, Ha flings. Cardinal. 

Buc. Now in good time, here comes the Duke ®f Yorke. 
Prin* Rich, of Yorke,how farts ourjgoble brother l 
Tor. Well my dearc Lords fo mull Icauyou now. 

Prin. I brotherto our gnefc as it is yours : 

Too late he dide that might haue kept that title* 

Which by his death hath loft much maieftie. 

Glo. How fares our coufen noble L.of Yorke? 

Tor. I thanke you gentle v’ncles Gary Lord, 

You faid that Idle weeds arc faft in growth i 
The Prince my brother hath out grownc me farre. 

Glo. He hath my Lord. 

Tor. And therefore is he idle ? 

Glo. Oh my faire coufen,! muft not fay fo. 

Tor. Then he is more beholding to you then f. 

Glo. He may command measmyfbucraignc, 

But you haue power in me as in a kinftnan. 

Tor I pray you vnclc giuc me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger littlecoufen, with all my heart. 

Prtn. A begger brother? 

Tor. Of my kind vncle that [ know will giue. 

And be ing but a toy,which is no griefe to giue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that,llegiuc my cofen. 

Tor. A greater gift ? Othatsthcfword too it. 

Glo. I gcntleccfcn,wereit!ightenough. 

Tor. Othan I feeyou will part but with light gifts, 

In weightierthingsyoule fay a begger nav.' 

Glo . It is too weightie for your grace to weare. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it hcauier. 

Glo. What would you haue my weapon Iitlc Lord ? 

Tor. I would that I might thankc you asyou call me, 
Glo. How ? Tor. Litlc. 

Prin. My Lo: of Yorke will ftillbccrolleintalkc: 

Vnclc your grace knoweshow tobeare with him. 

Tor. Y ou meant to beare tr.e,not to beare with me : 
Vnclc, my brother mockes both you and me, 


Because 
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Becaufethatl amlitleiikcan Ape. 

Hcthinkcs that you fbould beare me on your (boulders. 

Sue. With whatafliarpeprouided wit hereafons, . 

To mittigate the fcornc he sdmjjhis vncle, ( ri 
Hepretcly and aptly taunts mmlclfe: 

So cunuing 3nd fo youg is wondeifull. 

Glo. My Lo : wilt plcafe you pafTc along? 

My fdfe and my good coufen Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

Tor. What will you goc vnto the tower my Lord? 

Prin. My Lord Protedor will haue it fo. 

Tor. I (ball not fleepe in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why , what ihould you feare? 

Tor. Mary my vnclc Clarence angry ghoft: 

My Granam toldc me he was murdred there, 

Prin. I fcarc no vncles dead. 

Glo. Nor none that iiue, I hope. 

Prin. Andifthcy liuc,IhopeI need not feare. 

But come my L. with a hcauie heart 
Thinking on thcm,goe I vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt Prtn.Tor.Hufi. Dorfmanet.Bich.Buc . 

Buc. Thinks you my Lo : this litlc prating Yorke, 

Was not inccnfcd by hisfubtile mother. 

To taunt and fcorne you thus opprobrioufly ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, Oh tis a perilous boy, 

Bold, qoickc,invcnious, forward, capable. 

He is all tire mothers, from the top to toe. 

Buc. Well let them reft: Come hither Catcsby, 

Thou artfworne as deeply to effed what wc intend, 

As tlolely to conccalc what we im part . 

Thou kneweft our reafons vrgdc vpon the way i 
What thinkeft thou, is it not an calie matter 
To make William L. Haftings of our mindc, 

For the inftalmcm of this noble Luke, 

In the featc royall of this famous lief 

Cntej. He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 

That lie will not be wonnctocughtagauif him. 

Buc. What thinkeft thou then of Stanley, what will he? 

F 1 Gat, 


Lf i ne- tec tar hcec/s w til 





